


LVRO’A, 
A WEEKLY JOURNAL, DEVOTED TO LITERATURE AND THE FINE ARTS. 


g Embellished with Pine Engravings, and Pusick arranged with accompaniments for the Pianoforte. 














FOUR DOLLARS A YEAR. SUBSCRIPTIONS RECEIVED AT THE OFFICE OF PUBLICATION, FRANKLIN BUILDINGS, CORNER OF NASSAU AND ANN STREETS PAVARBLE IN ADVANCE 





_ Vo. XIII. NEW-YORK, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 17, 1835 No. 16 
















































































VIEWS OF PUBLICK EDIFICE: -eoagariapeaigr tone ica er auterknar opis 
ar ‘ roe nsw epetad up t ‘ 
to gratify at cent curiosity like that, must bs Arad 
THE EAGLE-STREET THEATRE, BUFFALO. \ know eve crests self in t er 
\ shows verv ] \ . on : 
ENGRAVED BY ADAMS s of his ow | suse | never wea s ai t take 
onnesatah ” what or in © wen we . Ml ~ 
Amone the manv flourishing cities and towns of the United States, ’ _ Ee OE Le "Ne _ Traine " i 1 
whose rapid advancement in extent and population within the last Bi fi a a A | I st ore v his plier \ 
few years have excited such admiration of the energy and perse- d 4 ’ u : =— co tray ! ' I VY he Was the ‘ | 
verance of their inhabitants, the city of Buffalo stands conspicuous | hy my re, vat fis ‘ ' Vas 

= Its population, business, and improvements of every kind, its har- eneeenth | | * But what s Ne VItH Ths bette 

] bours, light-houses, ship-canals, spacious stores and warehouses, pub- mou | | | | ! si ‘ omy sband,” said Mrs S ‘ 
lick edifices and private establishments indicate a degree of activity —_— -— — s . . eace, and W W what me ‘ ke 

L and prosperity unsurpass¢ d in this wide-spread and enterprising re- a ee — —_ \ s ut \ teered t servis ' 

, publick Within the last few years, its population has advanced . tthe A ed the ! r Mrs 
nearly one hundred and fifty per cent In 1830, it contamed a frac- 3 : { s M \ to v 

—_ tion over six thousand; it now exhibits a population of more than miss very R se she Was the in ' 

ee fifteen thousand tive hundred ates Mrs ‘ “ 

i Among the extensive improvements which have lately been made wae eu, peev " 
is the Eagle-street theatre, a front view of which will be found in . How “ WAVE « ‘ ’ 
the next column. It is situated in Eagle-street, in the centre of the ; . y¢ ' ve ly know 
city. and in the immediate vicinity of the several large hotels, now oceu- . en Mrs. Jones, who | ‘ for M 
pied or bemg built. It is seventy feet in width by fifty-three in height, . ° — tthe enme ef Mr Ta ‘ 
and built in the most substantial manner. The walls are two feet ” , aT ent irom @ medal at the top, on which ts painted | pinta ding , mir ot giving the first iit I 
thick throughout, the side and rear ones being of brick ; the front is S Sumae; the Meee te SURTOERSES WHA 1 poe oe ¥ support. || terms were finally acceded to, and the terrible secret w 

: ing it, and strewing flowers " t. The « ery Opens as it falls remaim a secret f teen ni tes longer: the \ 
of a pale-blue granite, found near the city, and which is both elegant : aa wets, L ! Vinega { 
and well-adapted to architectural effect. On each side of the front of 7 oa 54 — ae oe the distance ; an I an stands solitaril stand at the window, looking teratie things, and shiak 
the building there is a projection of the wall, fourteen feet wide, run- ae CFPORRS ee  Hee-jnens ne ot 5 Summ . . . _ ° y wae \ 
ning the whole height of the edifice, and carried up perfectly plain k we ; : 3 e ey we a ee wOne-ien's . Mr. Sn . ‘ ed, a BK, Capper entieman, t 

‘These projections inclose a broad centre space, forty-two feet wide, one: r bein Tr “ ‘s * img sun is the In * -» tow ; : . ty ad, saving the t eolt \ 

—_ which is richly ornamented with pilasters, entablatures, niches for a 7 - ay . 7 - ments which t pligehitiacapi lial © repre , " ling eal thing under He wa 
statues, vases, etc A bold architrave and cornice surmounts the ns * ~s 1 . *5 : aicadie ve land. The scenery curta eee ed DW st ‘ ie Com Michael S 
front of the edifice, which, running the entire length of the building v All ; . a y ERS POSRS ANS REMIES OR Tae - s. M vas wat sy maker of ¢ ! 

= in an unbroken line, connects with fine effect the centre and two , dhe i »Suuth. Messrs. Dean and M*Kinney are the lessees . special favour ty te s, Who Istinetiy t 

® outside spaces, and gives unity to the whole. Above the cornice — “~ reer ae : . , . ‘ les eputatee He delivers 

I rise two Grecian blockings, four feet high by fourteen feet wide; a, rise ‘of Mr. - Bi sch 2 4 Ogee ee Ss Serre hearts eareraraa eer a 
massive balustrade, to suit the style of the edifice, fills the space be- : ; - spicsiiconlle : he , s ade } Mek meet of i 
tween them. The details of the building, such as ornaments, mould- soead ; : 1 fond of @ secia ass, lie 
ings, etc. are in a pure, Greek taste; but the general plan, as well ORIGINAL TALES, _ , y m the tonnat fa temperance soci 
as combination of forms and proportions, 1s entirely original, and = = : — , woes SS 1 afford such a w held t 

= the invention of the architect, Mr. C. F. Reichardt, of this city THE LETTER: ; e. Thes = s . fd to the new comers a y 

— rhis is a merit particularly deserving of praise, when so many of our oe : yi . nake it known 

hlick la “ , : wetng the conctusion ¢ * Hard Name,” from page 385—n ‘ 12 N Mrs ‘ ie eels ol BA. 
publick buildings now erecting are simple copies from some Greek W te " f 
temple, which do not tax the ingenuity of the architect, and very * Was there ever anything so provoking ' said Mrs. Sr 4 Neve dM mt Ss sce 80 Tair an oper ‘ 
often but badly answer the purpose for which they are intended ** After all the pains I have taken!” said Miss Vineyar ; 

‘The interiour of the house 1s large and commodious, great atten- And how that ugly Mr. White will laugh at us!” res; , | ' en d serious mve t 
tion having been paid to the convenience of the audience. It is very Mrs. Jones “I declare, Miss Vinegar, I think your opini« t him ay : 
nearly the size of the Bowery theatre, the pit being forty-two feet @S: after all, very correct. He +s a cross, peevish old fellow \ A CeUNY § ¢ called this very event ‘ 
wide by twenty-eight feet de ep The interiour differs m its plan of * Heigho !” sighed Miss Willowbanks: “it can't be a/ a MaKe f ! nie lt arouse the good per eof Cires 
construction from that of other theatres, which is principally owing but certainly it has a very mysterious appearance Do vou think — a Sean ‘ "e vh ” 
to a strict style of architecture having been observed in it. Four |W Should be justitied 1 git 
rows of boxes are supported by an equal number of ranges of pilas- Justified! to be sure ; answered Mrs. Sinith. “ After having \ we C ‘ Ss; Our only chance of deter 

— ters, rising beautifully one above the other. Each of thos« vance . been treated in such a manner, I think we should be stifed 3 t erors les ns % 

ae si supports an ¢ ntablature, compose d of frieze and cornice, which forms domg anvthing Don't vou think so, Mrs Jones ?”’ Very ( * | kK mecting w 1 not be with ' 

P On the pediment of the range above; the fourth row supports the ** Certainly, certainly; answered the lady appealed to fen 8 BUN apes eparing a \ it sa t 

yy dome; the fronts of the boxes rest on the eutsbiatun . which tainly, certainly; echoed all in one voice, and the measure was we : “e , ‘8s precisely waat it 
each range of pilaste rs supports, and they are distributed in »ro- ad pte d ia MNIUTY Ww i would have done honour t | = . oN tt k le ! 

atu portionate distances by the pilasters. The spaces thus formed deliberative assembly ee : ible. When sable + 

a aa are about three feet high by seven feet long. they are panne lled, The letter was accordingly opened “ Hornble'” exelaimes 

g and in the centre are placed the omaments. ‘There is something Mrs. Smith, as she read the first line. + Tremendous '* continues : : Pog Se ae pee <'s 
imposing in these four circular ranges of pilasters, rising one Mrs. Jones, as she finished the second. “ Is it possible dade soem 8 poseheagelin : clore the justice of the pe ! 
above the other, which is lost in theatres where the boxes are sup- Mrs. Brown at the end of the third. “Who could have thought ‘ ; “ 
porte d by small columns receding from the front, and cut off by the a it!’ chimed in the astonished and delighted Miss Vinegar, her \ ™ . —_ . one would have ) cod 
about midway down. The portraits of great actors, poets, painters, on the lock of the door, that no one mht escape and anticipate her a e N I question but, had his wife a ked 
ete. surrounded by arabesques, form the ornaments of the first and '™ SPTC@emng te awiul news cbeatbyece, ; eit have resisted, Certain it 
second tiers of boxes. Dante, Tasso, Michael Angelo, Raphael, * Read it once more, that we may be certain.” senate. _ eee ue : 
Goethe, Franklin, Voltaire, Madame de Stael, Corneille, C¢ spa s. And the letter was read . vine — ture e ventured to say realy “ 

her and others, fill one row ; while the greatest actors and actresses, ae oe ey ea be pr rville, A te IS3S : ; b f “s & 7 ave added, Is Known, | 

yours Talma, Kean, Mrs. Siddons, Mademoiselle Mars, with Shakspeare in peor Tom out of the way. He um feniteui daa echo crecmmangs Sed) suck) te ; . ' acity, and wholly deafened by 
the centre, ornament the second. The principal colours chosen in yee sete am a ingles deae _ Wek agp sence : eae SORRY CULPERTOPNS M6 Cancnen 
we at ight, ined him in a sug X, Usnele elm, at the corner of the So positive » the worthy mavistr ; 
. ornamenting the mteriour are blue and gold. The dome isa slightly *"™mer-heuse. We hope : will excuse us. for the measure was ehe en ¥ mayistrate’s injunctions of s« 
elongated semicircle, resembling a fan spread out. On it are painted neon Seca to our own preservation. Very respectfully, y edient CTESY, that Miss Vinegar satistied herself by telling every one she 
t who a ae . viet KEEFE saw * ‘ t ‘ \ fo er | , 
odciae oH ee aa ie pease rv rape and ee quae * Oh, hornble! horrible!” exclaimed Mrs. Brown; “I did not dered, that s eight ene su lo ; ‘ ' f lo " 
sedigot ay noes ocas 9 ts height from the pit ts lorty- expect that even from total depravity No wonder, indeed, that Mr In abo ~ Smuth. M Sr we 
A =e three feet The intenour is lighted by means of cand bras, ex- White refused to tell his name ; perhaps he is an accomplice wer , ; Remain 4 
ry ser -} , on “ ies . : ln - | uk cre ™ wv hugh the vy ae, a two-horse w mm. tak 
oe =soueadenetiony Aine ene age pa a of the — s affair Didn't vou observe. Miss Vine gar, that he seemed « lused =the road to H rville M speculat was ©X a ‘ : 

, ; t wh Irnisned Jones, of New-York, expressly jor and guiltv, when we questioned him appear 

we this theatre. The house is lighted throughout with gas. The con- wtf id. Seinen cond © ewe Mei eae tact fen be an had ka en fl he . e a ‘ any a wise hea 
struction of the stage and machinery was under the direction of Mr. worst of them. Just think how impudent he was to Betty, when - | ; chihigs ; 
Thomas Daines, one of our most expenenced stage-carpenters she inquired what he had in his am t-basket. I alw am he ight arte ’ z : ‘ - , pena “ ot ereend 

EE i eee , : = g their ws the men lifted their hats as the 
Before terminating we must mention the drop-curtain. It repre- Mr. White a dark man. I never can find out more than three times, met the ministers of the law Phe justice acknowledged this he me 
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ave with silent dignity, and pressed still closer to him, “the Laws 


of 
tured on any official duty 


Rhode Island,’ a spiritual weapon, without which he never ven- 


“JT wonder if the scoundrel said one of the com- 


s will be hung,” 


pany 


j ' 


“ Thev will be deal according to the laws of the land,” an- 


with 


the law, every 


swered the justice, pompously, **but, in the eve 
man is innocent until he has been proved guilty you must there- 
fore be aware, that, as a magistrate, it is extremely unpleasant for 
me to hear such terms app! ed to anv one not actually condemned.” 

And having delivered this speech, the justices leaned back with 
the air of a man who has said something to produce an effect In- 
deed, the justice was always a dignitied-looking personage, when 
his Wile was away 

“If he is hung, I suppose he will make a speech under the gal- 
lows’ IT amsure! should; 1t would make a great umpre ssion!” and 
Michael thought there might be some consolation even in being 
hung 

The sun had set, and the full moon was pouring down her silver 
lhuoht as they enteredt sinall v e of Harderville "The residence 
of Mr. Harder was pomted out by the first man they met, who interme d 





them that the owner of the house had been absent for several days, 
and that it was then quite deserted Fhus accorded well with the 
wishes of the worthy magistrate and his posse They found the 
house without difficulty, and with little co netion forced the gar 
den-gate The summer-house was close at thew feet, and at its 
vuth-eastern corner stood the fat | old elm” mentioned in the let 
ti Spades, shovels, and a rope were brought from the wagon, and 
i ean to ¢ vith a zeal, which nothin ut a patriotick sense ot 
duty could have inspired Right v ntly did the worthy justice 
sweat and pull over his work, and well did his companions emulate 
so tllustrious an examp! Preset 1 spade struc k upon some 

thing which resisted the ow, and sent back a hollow sound that 
reverberated through the very hearts of its auditors Then, indeed, 























did the justice cast one fearful glance around him But no protect 
ing demon met his gaze no fiendish | 1 struck upon his ear, 
all was as huehed as the unhallowed grave they were violating 
J wos pel cum earth was speed vir noved, the cord Was fas 
tened, and the sugar-box drawn up belore them 
* Murder will out' d the justice, solemnly, as he assisted in 
pryin off the cover All pre ssed around to see the feartul sight; 
the cover was forces imal te prale beams of the moon fell full on 
the dead bo ‘ 1 woe KENT 
ORTGINAL PABLES, 
THE MOUNTAIN-RILL AND THE WIND, 
Berweren the wind and a mountain brook 
This wordy contest rose 
Wiuch had sutlicient power to start 
\ rock from its repose 
Where mid the storms of cent’ries past 
It stood as firm as now 
Save where the fearful lolit rs ist 
Had rent its cragey brow 
Thus said the wind * (On, streamlet, « 
Chy babbling, winding course 
Nor vaunt before the mighty win 
‘Thy useless, tiny toree 
Who shivered yonder tow’r ‘ 
And laid him on the ! 
What power in heaven or earth ean r 
His fallen trunk aga 
Who rides upon the mighty deep 
Who rules his vast domam, 
Who wakes the ocean from his » |} 
And thunders on the mat 
1 love to hear thy babblings 
Bound onward, merry strean | 
I love to see thy waters brigh 
In moonlight’s silver beam ; 
I jove to stir thy ripples ligh 
And waft thee on thy way, 
lo moan along thy ol ns bv! 
And kiss thy waves by day 
Thus did the wind Ix sy ik t 
Who answered not agan 
But bid him hurl the mighty rock 
Down thund’ring on the } 
He called his mimons to his aid— 
Che whirlwind and the ariaie 
"The forests on the plains were laid | 
Nor more could they ava 
Then from his path the stream turned ro 
And rushed against the rock, 
Whluch, deep unbedded m the grou | 
Felt not the whirlwind’s shock 
The earth wore "way around its base— 
It tortered, stooped and fell 
Fell from its high and awful p! 
Down crashing through the del! 
The trees, which had t gale withst 
Bowed low theur heads a | 
And manv a vet'ran of the we 
Fell shiver’d on the pa 
The strife was o'er, the wind was still | 
The current sought the cle? | 
i brightly shone the mx taln-r 
W hule dancing on ay ! 
' 
| 
MORA 
We cannot trust what blustering braggarts sav | 
Nor does the boaster always win the day hi 
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| Extracts from“ The Gift - 


i! STAGE-COACH COMPANIONS. 





BY MISS SEDGWICK 





| No mode of ripening an acquaintance is so rapid as that of travelling 





two or three days, more or less, in a stage-coach. In a steamboat, 11 
you are reserved, sullen—Ang/ais—(we quote a French synonyme)— 


you may go apart, upon the upper, or the lower deck—tfore or alt—you 


may drop your veil and look down into the water, or turn your bac k upon 


the company and gaze upon the shore oryou may creep into abi i, 
and draw a curtain between yourself and the world; but what art 
-what device -what panoply, ¢ in resist the social system of a stage- 


coach 
that it 
rary but perfect democracy of a stage-coa 


Scott somewhere says, | believe in his ¢ hapter on equality, 


exists only among the Hottentots; he overlooked the tempo- 
ch, where each 1s reduced 


to a unit, and feels, whatever his rank, fortune or distinctions may 
be, as he is packed, crowded and pinioned in, that his next nei 
ij 

to 


1daress 
to a poor man who remonstrated against 


h- 


virtually hum what a surly fellow in a “ Jackson 


Meeting” 


bours 


vesterday, said 








beimg yostl and squeezed, ** What are you, sir! you are nothing, 
sir, but ¢ individual f° 
But with the good-humoured and kind-hearted, instead of hostility, 





there y fellow-fecling, nurtured by the intimate relations 


ola stage-couc Our tellow-passengers seem to us like cote miporaries 











i 
—we have set out with the same purposes and hopes—met with the 
same di spomntinents and mischances—** we have our losses 
tovether in short, in a stage-coach, as im every mode and condi 
tion ot iman lite, sympathy the electrick chain of social being- 
may be developed, and, instead of gall and vinegar, we may enjoy 
the sweetest olf all draughts—the milk of human kindness 
Franklin wrote an essay upon the morals of chess. A chapter on 
the morals of travel vy om it not be unpre itable in a country like 
ours, Where half the population ts afloat three months of every yea 


WILLIAM PENN, 


BY 


Among all the venerable characters connected with the early t 


S¢ 











tlement of this country, that of William Penn stands, perhaps, most 
conspicuous, for its beautit | sunplicity, its sober, vet, at the same 
tl uncon ible perseverance; its invincible moral courage, 
coupled with its mild ph ithropy Exiled himself by persecution, 
he never persecuted others the victiun ot overwhelming zeal or in 
exorable bigotry im one quarter of t world, he brought with him 
into another not that sy ot vengeance which so often prompts men 
Lo practise In thew stre th what they suffered im them we akness he 
laid the toundation of his empire 1 wilderness, on the basis of 
equal and universal toleration He had demonstrated the sincerity 
of tus own faith by sacrifices and suffer s, and did not think it ne- 





cessary to otler p human viettms to prove his devotion to that Lk 





is believed he never 


whose most beautitul attribute ts forgiveness 
broke lus word with men, and m all his intercourse with the red 
children of the forest, he kept his faith with them, as he had done 


with his Maker No one can ever forget 


} 


that famous treaty with the 


untutored savages, of which it was said with equal truth and severity, 
that ** it was the only one not ratified by oaths, and the only one that 
was never broken The old tree which witnessed this memorall 
phenomenon, is decayed and gone; but the spot where it grew ts con 
nected with true faith and philanthropy, and the event which oecurred 
beneath its wide-spreading shade 1s recommended toall future time, by 
the simpleity of its grandeur, and the sublune moral it conveys 


AN UNWRITTEN DRAMA OF LORD BYRON, 


BY WASHINGTON IRVING 























The reading world has, I ipprehe id, by thist become possessed 
of nearly every scrap of poetry and romance ever written by La 
Byro It mav be asing, however, to know something of a « 
matick poem whieh he ¢ not write, but which he projected nd 

The hero, whom we will eall Alfonso, is a Spanish nobleman 
entering upon the career of lite His passions, from early 
restra asm renee, have become impetuous and ungovernable, 
ind follows the npulses witha heedless disregard of conse juences 

Soon atter s entrance into the world, he tinds himself tollowed, 
weasionall }) liek places, by iperson ished ind mutiled up so 
is to coneeal both countenance and figure. He at first pavs but littl 
ittention to the circumstance, considering the stranger some idle o 
mpertinent lounger about society. By degrees, however. the frequent 















intrusion of this silent and o llower becomes extremely 
Irhsorne ‘I w nivstery, uch enve s hin cightens ean 
novanece Alfonse ts dently him with any of his aequau 

t his name, his « i is place of abou ull are unkno 
und it is inpossible even to conjecture Ss motives this singula 
esplonare It is carned, by degrees, to such len . that he be- 
comes, as it were, Alfonso’s shadow—his second self. Not only the 
nos ivate ons of the latter pass under the scrutiny of this offi 
cous monito t his most secret thoughts seem known to him 
Speak ot him, he stands by his side; t k of him, he feels his 
senee, though invisible, oppress and we i upon his s s, like 
troubled atmos re Waking or sleeping, Alfonso has him in 
t tor view He crosses his path at every turn; like the d 
mon mm Faust, he intrudes m his solitude He follows him in the 


crowded street, or the 





brillant sal 








oon; thwarting his schemes, a! 
marring a s mtrigues of love or of ambition In the giddy mazes 
ot t lance, in which Alfonso is addressing his fa r partner wi 

e honeyed words of seduction, he sees the stranger pass like a 
shadow betere him; a voice, hike the voice of his own soul, whis 
vrs in his ear: the words of seduction die from his lips; he no 
onger hears the musick of the dance 

The hero et the drama becomes abstracted and gloomy Youth, 

lth, wealth, power—all that promised to give a zest to life, hav 
ust their charm The sweetest « up ol ple isure hecomes potson to 


m Existence is a burden To add to his de spair, he doubts the 


fidelity of the fair but frail object of his affection; and suspects the 


unknown to have supplanted him in ber thoughts 


fonso now thirsts only for vengeance, but the mysterious stran- 
ger eludes his pursuit, and his emissaries in vain endeavour to dis- 
cover his retreat. At length, he succeeds in tracing him to the 
house of his mistress, and attacks him with the fury of frantick jea- 
lousy, taxes him with his wrongs, and demands satisfaction. They 
fight; his rival scarcely defe nds himself; at the first thrust he receives 
the and in falling, exclaims, ** Are 
| you satistied !” 


The mask and mantle of the unknown drop ¢ 





sword of Alfonso in his bosom; 


off, ar 


id Alfonso dis- 
s own image—the spectre ol hinself—he dies with horrour! 


pe rson! 


covers h 
ation of con- 





The spectre is an allegorical being, the 


the passions 


t . 
ie general plan of a poem which Lord Byron had in 


science, Of ol 
Such was t! 
mind, several vears since; and which he communicated, in conver- 
in Medwin, from m | it nearly in the 
ls. Th s taken from a Spanish play, called 


sation, to Capt whi received 





jlorevyoing wore » idea 





the uz , was furnished to Byron by 
Shelley, as lerstand Spanish. The foregoing 





} 


| | ] ' ] ht 
plan is evidently somewhat vague a immature, and would, doubt- 





less, have undergone many modifications in the progress of be ing 
brought out Lord Byron intended to treat it in the genume spirit 
of Goethe, as displayed im his w d and extraordinary drama of Faust, 





vy aflorded ample 




















and expected to make tt very etlective rdea } 
scope for the mystick, the misanthropick, the metaphysical and the 
omantick, in which he so much delighted; and would have given 
h in opportunity of interweaving much of his own pecuuar fee ]- 
Ings and expenence 
How far the plan } n view agreed with the 

| ive not been ab ertain Ihe latter was 

Calderon it it is not to be d in anv editio 

I have seer My « sity being awakened on the 

liligent inquiry, wl in Spain, for the play im ques 

ot to be met with in any ol the public k libraries, 

t s: nor could the booksellers give me any information about it 
Some of the most learned and ind ible collectors of Spanish 
literat nformed me that a play of the kind, called the Embozado 
y €; Ss somecewhere they id never seen it 
The torevo 8 i ot ¢ plot may hereafter suggest a ri h theme 
to a poet or dramatist of the Byron school 





DESULTORY SELECTIONS, 





FPRASER’'S MAGAZINE. 
1 has come 


For- 


} 
whic! 


‘recent change 





over the spirit of British writers with respect to this country 

merly no terms of depreciation co es ently pungent for their 
expression of dislike toward us, our nu ners, institutions, and 
country; the Quarterly Review gave the signal, and the other peri- 


Wi vor | 
Vithin a very s 





odicals re-echoed the ery hort period, however, a 
total alteration has taken place ; and all , of every party and 
denomination, appear to contend with each other in doing us justice, 














\ writer in the above-written periodic th peaks of our fellow- 
ountrvinen and wome whom he has met urope, and we h el 
pleasure mm quoting his just, cancid, and judicious remarks. 
| e just seen a new publicatian that ibuses the Americans in 
vod round terms, and one at which brother Jonathan will very fool- 
wax extremely wroth In this respect our transatlantick friends 
shoul eXampie trom s br s s, who have surely been abused 
more iny other people under the sun, and are not a bit the 
worse for it; but have often laughed t heartily at the miserable 
caricatures mtended to have touched tot quick Wi quoted 
even Pillet’s drivel mto some kind of notice, and translated Puckler 
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Muskau's miserable foolery \nd the tollowing verses furnish so 
exquisite a specimen of French taste and discernment, and give so 
novel a ture of Ey shiu ers, that I cannot ret ntrom agyain 
! t of the reade Lhev show how we are 
Spoke ol oblem it Comte Achille de Joutfrov, 
who was isted from one end of the country to the 
other 1 t, that fis poor al polntiess pen was 
Vel or in Vt val 
‘If yous wish with ek et e, 
Where murt 1 s refin 
ia) ‘ t it . 
I eats ‘ ess ast wit 
I) iret sts ’ s ‘ es Ss 
They k " USS. 
An ‘ vok 
I it is s s ke 
\ t spa 
\ s ' \ 
* Not f so silly, o ended to be s s was ever 
onat should do the same 
I mention the Americans here, because you will yha f i 
withag many during your tour Ih mt 1. like ourselves ) 
ive taken a Ss ol trave Ww m 1 Th to sts ‘ 
s it ire ’ specimens of their ¢ a y os = s 
of wealth, education, {of a certain s n society. ‘ 
nade me ac unted w severa d thev all prove ’ s k. 
want, « ful, and w ned me s yo yssilily 
VIS o mect ( ot the country, cer \ = init s 
mit me d to tts defes Thev nev en ree 
opinions upon others ; and always La st that we 
mig . , der ad =¢ as ’ ‘ : ‘ 
yurtesy mdicative t once ol word bre s st ! 
feeling And the their wome “ ties \ sels 
vere 8 teiv cm ! t 1 ct sim civ « ! 
a < i sting’ ost tavo yw t ‘ 
fashio \ \ so I la \ 
t ‘ ir creat ‘ ost iv heart s very . 
a fairy-figured Caro ul 
NEW READING OF SHAKSPEARE. 
(n actor at a prov i i \ was to i it 
of Kent, m ug Lea dress self like a ducto 
wiv iVind’ €a WalKinY-stick, W to . = i 
i Le asked w , Sst , 
| mistake eS « t t Nas ! t 
ws Lea “ t x { t N 
t Ss ited trunk from is ¢ m 18 ; ar Ke s s N mw to cw 
clunes my old trunk [ll bear,” what could he mean but lus c- 
chest, to practise in another ¢ \ 
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THE SEASON OF LOVE. slightly felt when they were first given to the world. The thoughts TO THE AUTHOR OF “ MELANIE.” 
of all men, in short, are now so much engaged on matters of grave : — 


> » few th » be fa » wh . s of p ) 
There are few things more beautiful in the whole compass of the import, that they have little care to bestow on the playthings of the 
















































































. . : J 
English language than the late Mr. Hazlitt’s * Lectures on Shaks- unagimmation Even in their ‘ hours of ease.” when thev resort to BY MISS PARDO! 
peare.”” In compliance with the wish of a fair correspondent, and, poetry and fiction, they find the amusements of those regions ins pid, 
as she assures us, to gratify all those of our friends who are young |, Unless their attention 1s excited by strong and satirical pictures of Reside the { : 
; li _— > oh , seed Te ame lnenhetetn mead ; 
and fair, which comprehensive classification includes no small pro- life and manners, or their hearts are stirred by movu idents and | ms 
1 scenes Of intense passion It is because it is thus that the tales of M * th 
portion of the youth and beauty of our country, we present to their , kad where eac ‘ ad barth, 
: ‘ Scott and the poems of Byron act upon their reade rs, that these \ ; . “ 
thee th ] { ‘xtrac 5 Yes } > . . _ 7 “ wal 
notice the following beautiful extract from Hazlitt’s analysis of Romeo | productions preserve their popularity Rew 
I ! ak ‘ ‘ 
and Juliet vr 
« > ——- ‘ Ke « \ strays 
‘Vout } } am » the he } rat lted |! ‘ . ’ wnv shrines. a vn 
_ Youth is the season of love, because the heart is then first melted ORIGINAL POETRY. M Y t 
in tenderness from the touch of novelty, and kindled to rapture, for it Wi re and chasten’d raves 
knows no end to its enjovments or its wishes. Desire has no limits | ~ ips , 
but itself. Passion, the love and expectation of pleasure, is infinite, THE REVEL. « ~ eee ae ne 
extravagant, inexhaustible, tll experience comes to kill and check i — \ y : . 
it. Juhet exclaims on her first mterview with Romeo— WRITTEN IN SPAIN—RY G. HILI H 7 ~eabe 
leh ke " 
** My bounty ts as boundless as the sea, No | { © « 
My love as dee; Tue rose by gent winds ts stirrd j liv = ‘ 
1 , } } } hower ar | th? r t | 
And why s} not What was to hinder the thrill tide of And bower and h N fragrance fills | W ‘ : 
pleasure, which had just gushed from her heart, from flow: mm with- Phe moon is in the sky—the a ] 
out stint or measure, but experrence—which she was vet without From tree a brake fe yht-song trills 
W hat was to abate the transport of the first sweet sense of pleasure, Iberian moons—none softer shine ; Is cnn the 
which her heart and her senses had just tasted, but mditlerence Iberian maids one sot sigh \ 
which she was as vet @ stranger to W hat was there to check the And tr ce . es « . haha Vine l 
ardour of hope, of faith, of constaney, just msing in her breast, but Phat bloom ‘ s of Araby “ 
disappointine t Nich she had not yet felt As are the desires I P = . Oo y ie v | 
; “ nips Ww as Vi are T . “\ . 
and hopes of vouthtul passion, suc is the keenness of its disappoint- \ : : ‘ - 
! <order i ; dan sponds to sick's no | J ; . 
ments, and their baletal etlect Such rs the transition m thus plav A) . . . 
_'s And shapes a s ' 
from the highest bliss to the lowest despair, from the nuptial couch : \ we N \ 
- And airy movers cre niike vat, 
to an untunely grave Phe ouly evil that even in apprehension be As Revel's 1 5 eens hater te olen \ allel 
falls the two lovers is the loss of the greatest felicity ; vet this loss And Sorrow had, for « ks loom, Phe Leper's” st ! 
tal to hoth. f t ad rather nart th lit war t on P 
is fatal to itor they i tr par with than rthe t oh And beaming eves that mock repose Whe . oe . 
of surviving all that had made life dear to them In ill this, Shaks No tear in store, and earth : | A the 
peare has but followed ture, which existed in his time as well as | \ 
: a - 4 x » lens 
now The modern philosophy which reduces the wl ole theorv ot On rime, with tf r1 tsteps press - 
“7 . } L } i 4 
the mind to habitual nmpressions, and leaves the natural unpulses of Let musick itive N14 flow, , 
passion and imagination out of the account, had not then been dis- As hours were years, and Hap tss | - 
i \ 
covered ; or if it 1d, We d have calculated tor the uses A dweller, not a 5 low 
of poetry It isthe mac icy of the same false system of | esophy But wait we | mK w wakes " me Sans 
to account for the strength of our earhest attachments, which has led And manv an eve shy rw he es, \\ : 
Mr. Wordsworth to indulge in the mystical visions of Platonism in his With pensive ww the scene torsakes, “ ay 
*Ode on the Progress of Life.” He has verv admirably deseribe In sadness parts that came in smiles <, 
the vividness of our Impressions in youth and childhood, and * how I 
; As vet the dewy v-star sleeps; 
they fade by degrees into the itol common day, and he ascribes . j j P 
No rest till woke s oon it fies 
the change to the supposition of a pre-existent state, as i our early oO s\ 
' h faded eekKs it coldly } ps ' 
thoughts were nearer heaven, reflections of former trails of glory, si Snes 
, - va On weary tect “ eves : 
shadows of our past being Phis is idle. It is not from the know- : 
; : : No rest! enough ‘ ‘ rht 
ledve of the past that the first umpressions of things denve their gloss i eS ] ‘ ‘ yypere 
, ’ 0 s ! ‘ 1 the 
and splendour, tut from ignorance of the future, which tills the voud | , iH ‘ 
1 moo stars eft vers ot} —_ 
to come with the warmth of our desires, with our gayest hopes and N 
1 , } ’ ! Were mad rm lor ve al st 
brightest fancies. It is the obscurity spread before it that colours 
the prospect of life with hope, as it is the cloud i reflects the “Tis well—and yet thou art not here I 
rainbow There is no occasion to resort to anv m cal umon an And vet. fro ns t veliest shine | I I 
transmission of feeling through different states of being to account And fondest speak, I seem to} ] 
for the romantick enthusiasm of youth: nor to plant the root of hope e tones. and grect the sh of thir | 
} i Hes, ul ¢ i ot thine 
in the grave wr to derive it from the skies. Its root isin the heart But. no! mv the ts are far aw 
. , raw 
of man: it lifts its head ove the stars Desire nagination \ t} wher ’ ‘ ‘ . y 
. - | , 
are inmates of the human breast Phe heaven * that lies about us in I seem to smi iv words betrav 
. , 7 4 | 
our infancy is only a new world, of which we ow nothing tit That thou art lone. a | is 
, | 
what we wish it to be, and believe ali that we wish. In vouth and 
: . Vl 
boyhood, the world we live in is the world of desire. and of fanev | Phy . ‘ y own, 
: PESEP C.TEe — - 
itis experience that brings us down to the world of reality. What THE GIFT OF FLOWERS, Lj | 
, , \ o 
is it that im youth sheds a dewy hvht around the ev star That Rar : , : \\ rs were strow 
‘ : ; ; tare gilts we or Whose ek ‘ , | fl 
makes the daisy look so bright Tha perfumes the hyacint! That Wes mith Cementn « e . ' 
embalms the first kiss of love It is the delight of novelty, and the ‘ , . 
. ? “he Kin s oken s I 4 
seeing no end to the pleasure that we fondly beheve is still in store | - : ; 
t ; ‘ ve ‘ change d sickness truc | 
for us Ihe heart revels in the luxury of its own thoughts, and is Piet . ' k 
icture am st and s ‘ ’ lo re " as 
unable to sustain the weight of hope and love that presses upon it Won from the suffere steful praise: rT , 
The etleets of the passion of love alone might have dissipated Mr She we n 7 7 j 
Wordsworth’s theory, if he means anything more by it than an in- H ed Aft o ‘ 
j ; ve t] s hleas : 
genious and poctical allegory That, at least, is not a link in the j 
chain let down trom other worlds ; *the p irple het tot love’ is not Rich otfern . V « at i t there « ne . 
. : | 
a dim reflection on the stmiles of celestial bliss It does not appear A simple wreat ! towers 
till the middle of lite, and then seems like ‘another morn risen on The git s t rs t Reo | 
mid-day.” In this respect the soul comes into the world ‘in utter Vo lighter set 0) 
nakedness.” Love waits for the ripening of the youthful blood. The A stranger, W ve ec, was told \‘\ — 
sense of easure precedes the love of ple asure, but, with the sense The sick girl 1 ' vl rsed i 
ot ple sure, as soon as it is felt, come throngmg infinite desires and Love for each vy i \ 
hopes of pleasure, and love is mature as soon as born It withers Whether in w vt t rst . 
and it dies almost as soon !” i Smile not that «t ” \ 
Were f i v 
PRESENT STATE OF POETRY IN ENGLAND. It sec d« 
TI tual condition of | may be mterred Some treas ores wr 
re actual CONCGINION OF Ff read 2 THE MIDNIGiHyT BALL. 
the followimg extract from the London Spectator one of the best - an Spee : ke 
here tlow er sicie ‘ 
conducted weekly news| rs extant It would pear that the . Ss 
And o'¢ ‘ ' t " 
reign of fancy and of fiction ts neariv over, and that the stringing of Old visions 8.8 " % ; 
Tivines is an unprotitable speculatio in these business and working : - 
I ; Ves—t s { eV 
days, when the pubiuck mind ts too itensely Occumed by political 1 
discussion, to find room for the refined amusement of * gentle poesy.”” Unveil'’d once 1 e the Past’s t M 
* Poetry is not much read nowadays, vet it is published as fast as Which Memory, as life's ‘ ke the 
! ’ , / , _ 
ever Though the demand ts lessened, the supply « es as be- An id sw ‘ wild 
fore ; and it wall be some time, probably, before the product shall Mu vs if I ve : 
adjust itseil to the consuny m This age is t ! ! im for Unt e seen t ‘ i ul 
poetry A yreat mathematician once expressed his ‘ t for at, WM se CV t \ © was strewn 
* Le < t did \ r* The w E " 
: I ; s She f s if en spring ] 
world, at lk s tie for it from a sim ! | Vv is 1 ‘ \\ 
rs sti weatle 
the pastime of minds at 83 —_ disengages e sort, Irom She saw « ( . d her « i! . 
tolls and struggles of ev yduay existence but where are suc = . 
the to fl erve Within her ow ‘ irms were wreathed ‘ 
minds - of the peopic, of almost all ses. are striving 
oOwres the means ol - iste e eng “yk r fre sfar enc ssful tho t s . 
wit ' sts mv ‘ n ( r ‘ . 
, , [was not a vi ‘ d knew | ( 
day I ts so¢ aged the ire no responsive chords wlhoch 
Its bloom ‘ sh'd vis it; \ 
can be struck bw the ind of the poet; or, if the . they differ 
from those w W Tile mM has usnallvy been conversant hus | It could no sea » fount une se: — ‘ we the wart vrent way 
is the age for Elliott, whose powerful but gloomy strains find || Iwas but a frend later vears ; Ihat decked her sh air 
' ’ 
an echo m m i toil-worn bosom; and while they inspire mutual Not like the violet and the rose She tears a t the by et 
. | 
love, firmnes be es tion, in bearing inevitable s tle ring, aiso Link'd wit musa stl . and earea'! i r ‘ 
} 
rouse the flay nmdignation against those that * grind the faces of | The dream was o'er—vet long she shrined | eave . ol r feet 
the poor” It is an age, too, favourable to the popularity of Crabbe, |} That gift in Memory’s hallowed cell, She heeds not w thew fall 
whose pictures, dark as thev are, of the real state of life in England, || And long her spirit’s tibres twined She sees in then ‘ em meet, 
are now contemplated with an awakened interest wluch was but || Round the dear pleasure ol its spell, gE lo mark that mud wall ESTE ' 
I ' i 
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ORIGINAL LETTERS FROM SCOTLAND. 


PENCILLINGS BY THE WAY: 
Pirst Lmpressions of foreign Scenes, Customs and FMannerzs. 


SCOTLAND. 


setter 


female peasantry— Mary 
Surling Castle 


Neottish stages—thorough-bred scenery 





Ss 


ots 





(Queen of 


lakes of S otland are without the limits of stave-coach and 


THe 


post civilization, and to arrive at these pleasant conveniences 
isto be consoled tor the corre spondll gy change in the character oi 


rom Callander there is a coach to St rling, and it was 


ry. F 


the scene 


on the top Highlander,” (a brilliant red coach, with ¢ 


tine 





ture of Rob Roy on the panels,) that, with my frend and his dog, 
banks of the Teith. J 


last-mentioned 


I was on the road, bright and early, for the 


have scarce done justice, by the way, to my com 


panion (a supe rb, thorough-bred setter, who answered to the dero 


ition of * Flirt,”’) for he had accompanied me im most of 


his society had been pre- 


catory appell 
my wanderings tor a couple of months, and 
ferred to that of many a reasoning animal on the road, inthe trequent 
amusement 


dearth ot Flirt’s yx digree had been taken on trust by 


knowing 


my fnend, the dog-fancier, of whom he was bought, only 
that he came of a famous race, belonging to a gentleman livin 
somewhere between Stirling and Callander; and to determine his 


ind get another of the same breed, was a greater object 


birthplace 


with lus master than to see all the lakes and mountains of Caledoma 


Poor Flirt was clevated to the highest seat on the coach, little aware 





that lus reputation for birth and breeding depended on his recounisin 


his former master had told truly, 
| 


the scenes of his puppy hood —for il 


eas had been taught a do 











these were the fields where his young 1d 
share in shooting, and his unconscious tail and ears were now under 
watchtul surres e fora betrayal of his presumed reminiscences 
The coach rolled on over the dew-damp road, crossing continually 
those broht ands sling mvulets, which gladden the favoured neiwh 
bourhood of mountains ; and the fields and farm-houses took gradually 
the look of thritt a care, Which mndicates an appr 1 to a thickly 
settled country I'he castle of Doune, a lovely hunting-seat of the 
Queen of Neots eared im the distance, with its gray towers { 
buried trees, Whit Flirt began to look before and behind, and take 
less notice of the shabby gentleman on his left, who, from shar 
with him a volant breakfast of bread and bacon, had hitherto reeeived 
the most of s attention We kept on a a pretty pace, and Flirt’s 
tail shifted sides once or twee with a very decided whisk, and his 
intellivent head u«lually grew more erect upon his neck of ( 
and-tan. It w ( lent he had travelled the road before Still on. and 
as the pellucid ‘Teith began to reflect in her eddying murror the towers 
of Castle Doune a scene worthy of its tender and chivalrous as 
sociatio i suppressed whine mda tixed look over the fields to the 
night, satistied us that the soul of the setter was stir r with the re 
cognition of the past ‘The coach was stopped and Fl loosed from 
his ch amid, witha promise to join me at Stirlit it dinner, my 


frend “tied away” the de hyhted dog over the hedve, and followed 





himself on foot, to visit, by camme guidance, the birthplace of this 
accomplishe ad tamuily It was quite beautilul to se the tine creature 
beat the held over ind over im lis impatience, turning to his 
slower-footed master, as if to hurry him onward, and leaping about 
him with an extravagance eloque nt of such unusual joy I iost 
sight of them by a turning in the road, and reverted tor consolation 





to that loveliest mver, on whose green bank | could have lam (had 
1 breaktaste and dreamed tll the sunset of the unfortunate queen, 
for whose sott eyes and loving heart it perhaps flowed no more brightly 
in the days of Rizzio, than now for mine and those of the early maz 
keters to Stiri 

The road was thronged with carts, and peasants in r best at 
tire The gentleman who had provided rainst the enemy with a 


brown-paper of bread ind bacon, informed me that it w market 


day \ very great proportion of the country people were women 


nds, 


and girls, walking all of them bare foot, but w 





ind gowns and bonnets that would have eclipsed in tinery the bews 


of noble ladies at Gordon Castle Leghorn straw-hats and dresses 


of silk, with nds of any quantity and brillianey, were the common 


eet articles. F excepted, however, (for they had no triflers of 
pedestals, and sti iped along the road with a sovereign independence 
of pools and pebbles.) they were a wholesome-looking and rather 


pretty class of females ; and, with the exception of here and there a 


pram lassie, who « ropped her dress over her feet while the 


passed, and h d her shoes under her handkerchief, they se« 


fectly satistied with their own mode of conveyance, and 


which said very distinctly, * you'll 


In pass 





sme be there etore 


us, but its only seven miles, and we'll foot it in time How vanous 


are the yovs of life! IT went on with the coach, 


wonder 


1 ever could be reduced to find pleasure in walking ten miles 





foot to a tuir—and back again! 
[ thought again of Marv, as the turrets of the proud castle where 
she was crowned became more distinct im the approac but it is 
ditficult in entering a crowded town, with areal breakfast in prospect 
und live Scotcehmen about me, to remember with any continuous en- 
t siasin even the most brilliant events of history 
‘Ca story cut my hay or get my con 
Or can plulosophy vend it in the market 
savs somebody in the play, and with a similar thought I looked up at 
the lofty towers of the home of Scotland's kings, as the « Highland rr’ 


The 


with his ladder, the ecac 


bowled round its rocky base to the inn landlord appeared with 


his white apron, * boots man and guard 


with their ints to your memory ; and, having ordered breakfast of the 


first, descended the “convenience” of the second, and received a 


tip of the hat for a shilling to the remaining two, I was at liberty to 
walk up stairs and while away a melancholy half hour in humming 

such charitable stanzas as would come uncalled to my aid 
* Oh tor of mutton, 


a plump tat leg 
lamb, Capon, pig and Coney, 





lappy but a glutton, 


who wants money.” 





uss but 


So sang the servant of Diogenes, with an exceptionable morality, 


which, neverthless, it is difficult to get out of one’s head at Sturling, 


if one has not already breakfasted 


I limped up the long street leading to the castle, stopping on the 


way to look at a group of natives who were yaping at an adve rtise- 


nent just stuck to the wall, otfermg to take emigrants to New-York 


terms “ridiculously titling.” Remembering the “ bannocks 


mn 


o'barley meal” I had eaten for breakfast, the haddocks and marma- 
lade, the cold grouse and porrid I longed to pull Sawney by the 


Yet the temp- 





coat and tell him he was just as we ll where he was 
Cireenot k 


was not uninviting to me 


tation of the trader, * cheap and nasty” though it were, 


} 


I was met on the drawbridge of the castle by a trim corporal, who 


offered to show me the lions for a consideration. I put myself under 


his guidance and he took me to Queen Mary’s apartments, used at 





prese nt for a mess-room, to the chamber where E rl Do iwlas was 
| te 


murdered, ete. etc. ete., In particulars which are accurately treated of 





in the guide-books aving in the court, and acom 


The pipers were | 


pany or two of a Highland regiment, in their tartans and feathers, were 


under parade Ihis was attractive metal to me, and I sat down on 





' 


where [ soon struck up a frie ndship with a curly-headed 


ars old, who shouldered my stick without the ce- 
ave,’ and « | 


some tour ve 





remony of * by-your-le mumenced the drill upon an un- 


washed regiment of his equals in a st y corner below It was 


insh 
delightful to see ther air with which they 


round 


gravity and the military 





1 +} } : f lore! ate 
cocked their bonnets and ick out their little stomachs at the 


My little ¢ 


famuliarly el 


aptain Cockchater returned iny stick 


mibed upon my knee 


word of command 


like a knight of honour, and to re- 


mn, much to the 


very 


pose after his campaty Surprise ot his mother, 


who was hanging out todry, what looked like his father’s inexpressibles, 


from a window above, and who came down and apologized im th 


most unmitigated Scotch for liberty the * babby” had taken with 


For 


boy, and IT remember hun | 





allant 


piper 
of Stirling Castle the view is bounded by the 
Teith; 
* King’s Knot,” 
* Ladies’ Hill,” 


is honour hie as 


the 


child of a camp-follower, it was 


wetter than the drill-sergeant or 


t) ! 
1 side 


On the me 


Cirampiins and laced by the winding and just under the bat 


tlements les a green hollow, called the where the 


ray tournaments were held, and the where sat t 


he 
Heading Hill 


ry and lovely spectators of the chivalry of Scotland 
is near it, Where James executed Albany and his sons, and the scenes 


feet. Or 





and events of history and poetry are thickly sown 


we 
recapitulated, however the Bruce and the Douglas, Mary and the 
*CGudeman ot Ballengiec! once honoured in memory—the = sur 


from Stirlu 





passing beauty of the prospec iy towers, enyross the taney 


and hill the eve It was a day of predominaat sunshine, with here 


and there th shadow of a cloud darkenmy a tield of stubble or a 


bend of the river, dT wandered round trom bastion to bastion, never 


sated with gazing, and returning continually to the points from whieh 


the corporal had hurried me on, ‘There lay the Forth—here Ban- 





nockburn and Falkirk, and all bathed and fleoded with beauty Let 
hin Who thinks the carth il-looking, peep at it through the embra- 
zures of Sturhng Castle 


My frie and had a wife 


pence a day, 








ind children—but ch as I should dishike e as disconnected 
tems, | envied him his lot altogether \ garnson life at Stirling, 
ind plenty of | re, would reconetle one almost to wife and « " 
id a couple 1 pistareens per diem N. PP. W 





ORIGINAL SKETCHES OF CHARACTER, 


ODD HUMANITIES 





BY WILLIAM COX 


OLD SOLDIERS, SATLORS, PLAY-GOERS, ET¢ 














Ir is a wholesome sight to look upon a cheerful old man; that ts 
one whose spirits have not shrank and withere lwith his sinews, but 
who has stil enough of mnental Vitaiuty lett to enjov the little plea- 
santries of life, to enter into the feelings and sympathize with the 
tolhes of the voung, and sense enough to retram trom perpetually 
idmmunistering that most nauseous of medicines—thai dr in every 
market ood advice. Itus a wholesome sight to look upon, 
much as it shows that ossification Of heart and so $s not th 
table consequence of added years, and holds out the net unyratify 
ing prospect that we ourselves may form an exception to the prepon- 
cderating mass of a ll or quert lous senility It is pleasant to hear a 
gay, garrulous old man discoursing of the davs—* Oh! the davs 
when | was young and not without a flavour of mild morality 
for who can listen lo a weak, shrunk, Sa} less atten lation, recounting 
the mad pranks of his youth, or the lusty feats of his manhood, wit 
out feeling gently unpressed with the Ity of ** the brittle strength 
of bone,” and the unsubstantialitv. of youthful nerve Viyour 








within him, that feels as if it would never pass away. But in general 
(the more’s the pity) the conversation of old people is not much 
to be desiderated. [tis flat, dry, husky, remorselessly circumstantial, 


even upon general topicks, while the detail of their personal expe- 


riences Is realy atthe ung Prospe rous old shopke epers, merchants 
who have speculated largely and well, and indeed all who have thriven 


in the world by shrewdness and application, are, for the most part, 


intolerable. They get so villanously dogmatical and unfeelingly di- 
dactick, and have moreover a habit of thrusting their offensive suc- 
cess and insulting prudence in the face of careless unfortunates, that 
is insufferable. As they approach nearer and nearer to the grave, 
too, there is often, among other matters, an infusion of lip-deep de- 
clamation about the nothingness of this world, and an affected under- 
valuation of its good things, mixed up with ill-concealed, chuckling, 
self-satisfaction, at the share the y have managed to appropriate to them- 
selves, that is peculiarly nauseous 


reasonable complaints and 


It is easier to bear with the un- 
bitter invectives of the * poor, broken 
| bankrupt."” Taken as a whole, certainly the conversation and expe- 
riences of what honest Rob Roy denominates * weavers, spinners, 
and such like mechanical persons,” 1s not generally of overpowering 


interest. On the contrary, soldiers, sailors, players, travellers, re- 





tired highwaymen, and other gentlemen not regularly incorporated 


with the frame-work of society, are the most amusingly reminiscent. 


They have travelled on the by-path of life, and not by the smooth, re- 


gular, dusty turnpike, and their conversation is proportionably fresh, 
bold, varied and picturesque 


An old soldier, for mstance, seated peaceably by his quiet fireside, 


* shouldering his crutch,” ** showing how fields were won,”’ and dis- 


coursing with the unction of a professional enthusiast of the battles, 


as Major Dal- 
It is worth while listen- 


sieges, onslaughts—* pretty, very pretty onslaughts,” 
getty says—at which he has been present 
ing to such a chip of humanity If he be a good talker, and you an 
imaginative listener, how quickly is the little quiet room transforme d 
into a field of tight. The the 


clangour of trumpet rings through the 


uir, and the cold, clear, cruel bayone ts, flash and glisten in the 


£ sun, 
as he and his comrades stand breathless, motionless, on the green hill- 
side, with straining eyes, compressed lips, and distended nostrils, to 
receive the charge of the enemy's cavalry, that comes swee ping to- 


ward them. Itis an awful moment ; the old man pauses, andin fancy 


you hear the hollow tramp of their hoofs as they come thundering on- 








ward. Then he narrates the fearful concussion—the clash of bavo- 
net and sabre—the sharp, deadly knell of the musquetry—the hoarse, 
savage roar of the cannon, and all the death, safle ring, turmoil, terrour 
and contusion that ensues when men’s caged passions are let loose, 
and the tiger roams unheeded m his career of blood : and as you look 
it the crippled narrator of all this—old, infirm, mutilated, * curtailed 
of man's fair proportions ; a mere piece of patch-work made up 
lor the great part of cork, or common timber—it re julres some cx- 
ercise of the umagimative faculty to bring it home to you that this 


is the creature who has been an actor in these things : that this is the 
veritable man who has stood ankle-dec pin blood—who has clambe red 
up t slippery trench, mounted the crumbling breach, or stalked at 
midnight hke the stealthy panther, through the forest, to spring upon 
t 


he unwarv enemy As vou look at him, you cannot he lp coinciding 








with the psalimist, that ‘all flesh is grass,’ as it were 
The conversation of an old sailor, is something better still. It is 
more discursive and wencous, embrac s of disconnect- 


He 
e North Cape 
thing he either said, saw, or did, 


or otf Buenos Avres 


mects 





bevins a story about land 


witches, and 


, Which, somehow or other, puts hun in mind of some- 


when the the bay of Bengal 


ship lav in 
! ‘» 


He will commence a varn as endless seem- 





lv as the polar t ht, about some wl vexpecition in the ** re- 
gions of thick-mbbed ice,” and leave off in the middle (if his stories 
have a beginning, a middie, or an end) to detail you what he suf- 
fered trom the heat and yvellow-fever at Sierra Leone, in 17— He has 








eat his Christmas dinner m the orange groves of Ceylon, and smoked 
his | pe w i ritle of both the poles In fact he has beet i parts 
a corners of the world, but can tell you httle about them, except 
ow he got capital rrandy at such a port, cu ous tobacco at another, 
or how, when the ship lay two tides at a third, he fell in love with, 


ld have married a hand 











d wo some g had she only understood 
English enough to have known what he wanted t he 
l out all his prize-money in presents for her, w Ww 
mouredly accepted in dumb show, and mw he had lived smgle for 
her sake, and never truly loved any other woman since, some score 
of Pollvs ii Mollys excepted wre are his sea-fights; 
mit these he details with a vreat de coolness and sang froul 
than the soldier, and with an air of careless magnanimity, as if thev 


He 


lucky circumstances, but 


tters of necessary occurrence ludes to the loss of a 


,or two, as rather u as of no very vreat 





consequence ; they were useful enough, he admits, while he had 
them. but when they went away, he managed, as he had wherewithal 
to keep | to do tolerably well without them This is his ord- 
narv chat; but when he beg us grog on board, his conver- 


manuestiy 





sation Improves ; I d racy in the ex- 
treme; his exayggerative faculues swell and expand and his narra 
tons evince a pi sant contempt for probal throw 





hystericks rhe wind blows 














into harder than ever 
wind bl —the ship sails faster than ever shup sailed—and the w 
legend dw ous sup the sea increase in v ess 
und wonder, in fair proportion to the decrease of the og. And 
1en he takes you on shore, in some ar countree,”” and details wit 
the most laudible gravity, and with all the dignity and simplicity of 
trut inecdotes ot persons and t ngs that are, to say the least, ex- 
trao ary lew begin a story with so omely phrase, such 
as se Is every thing,” and then go on to state how, when he lay 
the Gult of Califorma, he became 1 with a famous peat! 
diver, who ter ho, whe n necessitated 
to come to the surface, used to gasp like a fish if exposed for any 
great length of time to the air; or how, in one of his South Sea 
trips he was on the most intimate terms with a lovely New-Zealand 
squaw, who had her head shaved, and the back part of it painted and 


tattooed so like the front, (or face.) that he never, for the soul of 


him, could tell which way she was walking, backward or forward! 
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etc. etc. etc.; and this lasts until he becomes “three sheets in the | with, when thy ill manners interrupted me: but not conclude with | discovered in his voice and general manner, something modest , 
wind,” and upward, when he begins to tell it you all over again, | either, for there are other tritles which I would advise thee on, touch- || timid ; vet. at the same t ig courtly an te eful —— 
which is rather too much of a good thing, at which period it is time | ing thy paintings, Francis.” “(Can I be of any service to vou. gentlemen rr 
to shake him by the hand, and wish him a very good evening *] will have none of thy advice, Adrian Vandernetf' Trifles, for * Ves, Mynheer Van K . vou pet ” replied Ad om ~~ on 

Of all landsmen, or dwellers on the “dull, tame shore,” com- | sooth! fine trifles' Stand from the canvass, if vou please '” wl as to step this way; there vi | os 1 just there; 1 ne 
mend me to the conversation of a veteran play-goer—one of the ** Look you now, what a passion thou art in. First ask me to er cast your eves about and sav what paintings vou se+ si 
brightest links in the social chain between the generations of the | ticise, and then be offended that I comply.” The yout amed several, ment ng some which he « all 
past and present—the most companionable of old men. Old! he ts There was a brief silence, and the scholars of the immortal Flem » be nals, ether of Rubens or some of 5 ils othe 
not old, at least in one sense. ‘True, his body may be weak, dried, | ng went on with their tasks. At length the hypocritical Adna that were copies erally bv the scholars sais 
shrunk, and sapless, but his mind is still green and juvenile; | who was engaged in painting a wild boar goad by hounds Name t ' s.”’ said Adrian 
his reminiscences gay, cheerful, brisk and sparkling. He has lived | huntsmen, and whose strictures on his friend's productions arose He did so that nainted by Vanderater: 
so much in the fairy regions of fancy and imagination, that the wear more from a knowledge of his irritable disposition and a sly love Now } t the ‘ ny we 1) 
and tear of existence has had less effect upon him, than upon more | of fun, than any desire to depreciate his skill, broke the st Phe tirst selected was ece In question, the t 
anxious and earthly men. ‘Time has placed the unshunnable burden | grave tone ‘ ved f 
of years gently on his back, forbearing altogether to pulverize lus “ Francis '”" * How, 1 s v disguised knicht a copy ' we ' 
capabilities of enjoyment, or totally expunge from his spirit those No answer | trus ‘ said the vouth, mildly ; it it strikes me 
secret well-springs of happiness that are for ever bubbling in the * Francis !” - sure vou term the dinwuiead b Sar cial al 






































breasts of the blooming and beardless. His mind is an exhaustless * What" { eof the mos t tions | eve ‘ | 
store-house of past pleasantries; there hes * garnered up” huge * Art thou angry with me eof N vaelf also one 
masses of miscellaneous criticism—antiquated gossip—theatrical Again no answer lhe mortified student cont ' | " i aia PM; \ 
“ chit-chat of the day,” half a century old—and floating recollections | MOusly at the looped hat a | © is such t °° said \ - als 
of authors and actors, whose sayings and doings have become apo- * Thou art not angry with me, Francis!” I ! which I allude is wate . = 
chryphal, and whose names and deeds faintly glimmer in some dim ‘Lam angry with thee I v because thou hast Der \ 
tradition of the stage Juvenile! look with respect, and even a Ception whatever of beauty n th “OM a surety «.”” cri Adnan. t naste 
tinge of a deeper feeling were not amiss, on such aman. He is no * Why, as to that,” rejoined the other, “thou shouldst rather pity s continues . t the vouth 
mushroom critick ; his memory stretches back far beyond the already | ™e, than be angry. [Tam to get bread by my professi nd if, as “Kh P 
faded glories of a Cooke, or the now almost shadowy greatness of a “0U savest, I have no perception whatever of beauty in paint \ ' da 
: , 4 vith shall st "9 
Siddons. What countless fluttering * first appearances has he been faith I shall Arve . vate room. at this instant 
le 1°? ‘ lid yt say < ‘ t hat . 
pre sent at, what hosts of sad * farewells He can discourse to vou I did ne ay » perce . Wnateve Hla i oare \ " \ « P 
. . * "Thoy lider .. os } a i , 
of the favourites of vour father’s, and your fa rs fathers, and detail Thou did . Franers, by th ia ect \ dis seal k t. ha t 
6 l, th s t net star t tur 
to vou the jests and anecdotes of adeceased age And, good juve Well, thou sha \ rve, said ‘ ”0 i i sor “ 
nile, shouldst thou observe an occasional discre pancy in the state What simpie Francis, relenting in his “at least twhile I il ¢ \ I ‘ , y 
7 ; ‘ old a brust t truth, thou art too se n t 
ments, or fluctuations in the critical opmions of such an one, prithec wld a brush. But, m truth, thou evere On MV pt ‘ Master I s \ tee 
- . ) ' } } , ‘ . 
do not let an inordinate love of truth tempt thee to put the old man Pshaw IL . Franets Do N v mv Ww | ‘ \ ( " | 
” ‘ t . I ad a ¢ t " * 
night Of all impertinences, reminding a gentleman of formerly ex yet Phy head i 1, pM ips, al j , : ; 
Oh! hes , 
pre ssed opinions in mere matters of taste, Is the most unseasonable i! Lhkea k h { lt s . ‘ 
} , | | t ‘ - ‘ ’ 2 , ; 
and uncalled for hese things vary with the mood of mind of the And thin aT : Ww 1 v b \\ \ 
apeaker And even an anecdote or story—things which have more o frown, Francis, I am no rtoa se thee Phiv head sis « ‘ f KR , 
the tangibility about them—will now and then swell, and shoot, an jn ss 0) : " ‘ 
s e, good . eoid the , , 
bud, and blossom in the mouth of a man decently imaginative ; they wil! ind here, good A . : s 
be heightened or softened ; a little more light here, and a little more = = il ‘ 
, ! . 
shade there, according to the whim or humour of the moment It Phe m ussite 
Is OnlV your most prosaick of men that tell a story exactly twice a Ke Is _ \ 
. . . a . ss t nose comes t bn { 
Therefore, check not the old play-goer’s entl isiasm, bv a giuttonous lhe 1 
* Does it not ‘ 
love of correctness or, if thou art incurably afflicted with such i ‘ \ t ‘ Iw 
unseemly virtue, leave plays and players, and such like gear, and go he mustache ts _— , ‘ r 
thy wavs and study the mathematicks, and read the works of Mrs I knew y ain ket . st t . © I . 
Han: ih More ‘ 1 jateating : _ ey an euler t Love \ I ‘ \ 
elore ke raise fort ‘ < te \ It { ' \ j \ 
i ‘ sO OX sive \ A 
ORIGINAL OUTLINE STORI \M tist t is « murmured A \ ‘ ‘ \ 
—$S earnestness nself ye 1 es r , 
RUBENS AND His SCHOLARS, Ow belore 
a Neve * cried I s, ¢ ring It ss ya | \ ‘ 
BY THEODORE 8. FAY exclusively from my own in ’ “ae 
—_—— But I have seen rt, I swear It ha ‘ 1 beauty rare : © there lew 
“The great rarely appear in their true character, except in the eyes wars ! ti reak thus in \ ox 
their posterity.” lnon s a ven it is nv own 
\ suty rare a swee continue \ Ww vuty ‘ 
“Tuere! this last head of mine is a masterpiece I have out , ‘ ‘ ‘ 
ices . t it iption ; ** tto ve jest r—a tea w. " s, Imtinit< 
stripped mvself Phat shadow across the brow is transparent as a M © is 
- ove ¢ wr thy ¢ ‘ ’ m t 
and the broad hat comes six inches o from the canvass. ©) mas : uN Pat 
“Adnan Vande crn | s, vocife sly \ 
ter Rubens can do no better. It is perfect! Look at it and fling ! I 
< ie Vandernetl, thou wo st try the patience t " 
away thy pallet for ever, Adrian Vandernetl nes iu . He 
: “Jo echoed Adnan. * 1 would beard Sa son himsell, in the " | 
- »* must come an older man than thou, frend, and, bv my 
Pcines full might of his str , va eful f , 
troth, a better, ere I flag away my et Av, and though IT say ' I " \ \ will 
: wat those s and « eves Thy f ul is \ 
it that should not, an abler man even our master Rubens s 
} , copy, Fra = 
Braggest thou of thy shadowed for ind looped hat a ca ad ie : Hes ' 
. ma v false tongue ste 
* But look, Adnan, look ere thou condemn. I[ think there be I ! 
uo , ’ ' ™ oN eased or angry, I « what I assert. It 
touches here to extort commendation even from thee, muweard as E ‘ ! eu ‘ 
. . though, peradventure, the knowes t not I’ ers ' — 
thou art in prais ill works but thine own Come, ce thine « ! \ ‘ \ in 
! them, evens iast i, Fra ¢ aj im i ‘ 
eves here, if but for a moment I may profit by thy o ) iz , 
vy decm crs es pa ng il cy I Ss mis <¢ 
it the disguised knight.” \w ‘ ‘ 
- press s of w t ive s ! nages of " eV \ 
“Tf Lben ol e culogy,” muttered Adrian, rs Ww " 
tee composer | this face is a close 1 m, lea rove , . , 
ever, to look at lus tri s skctch t is because I am no tterer ‘ ! ove ! 
t “W even t yselt » show e, that | am . 
I see not hall so m 1 to admire as some others | co ‘ , 
i ‘ s conv call yon youth, w s sO rece , . 
Come, show us thy picture i 
yur master, that he ca ve no pre © respecting thee iw ; 
Here, plant thyselt here, Adrian, the light is not altogether as | \ ve | cis P 
, =k m whethe he has ever se« the « " ft thy disguised 
could wish.” fi Ps ‘ | “ Stop me at ve ju Release me 
Kiight, or, if thou pleases ming i juestion him thyselt 
* There is too much of it for this prece,” mterrupted the eritick. | ; Van ‘ | ke it no ec 7 
‘ vere 1s acceded rancis, unconscious of the endo, ** but, ‘ t ° ensue lernet? st ! ‘ 
athless, s t not well even side by side with von lal l works { . : » 6 boos F 
TEKAEPES, CHS : ewe nee ‘ 23 this verv roon He had better nself first learn to 7 t , ; _— nadine wpire 
of Rubens! Is t the shadow thrown over the ow eur ily s ied oat thes Gets thas : Aes é - , eset loved. 1 \ aie aie * 
1 ) ster is ab ) ll ute from . . 
there not someting in the face, rich ana melow, In the eyes, par- P way” ; vhole ' e door At leneth, with tle ‘ 
slack ough he be shy 1 sile 
I will not s i iV ‘ re t i »thee' S iM i 8 wis himiseil ! ‘ i 
if trut must ‘ re} ed A tis cert y \\ wn! Ouse a : | é ahaa . . | P P etely lost } 4 ‘ 
indifferent fair effort. and does thee credit, Francis. Whe ' Lise RE RY wis a my Cease acinitctied anesthe . : 
shall correct thy draw . 1 study enlighten thee o t irt « . . Tare . , 
. . “Nor I, iswered Adrian—Van Hoort, or J Huyst, or some ; ‘ . sienuous enorts His 
I ing colours, arn ending them mor sottiv int wh other wit . . . . . Yo on i ‘ 
Eg Com dsr : ssi 4 such co ie uo what ditler eK s lus ne make ! . es It flew Oo Un ! ip! 
the skill which t i mavest one day acquire in execution trom per- ott k it a chan weed. if the 1 » hae vtant rae dit, and, with a tremendous cra wh were pros 
severance, and when experience shall — *s Whether he have or not. his name is g to the purpose < e floo I won ¢ ' { ' 
“Mother of heaven! Stand from before my easel ;" interrupted — swear we will have hum up from lus corner where he «its all day | ' ' tine er FP —, whieh had occasioned t tar 
enraged student “thou hast no more tase in thick Sk ! to gy like a slave I think it will lea i aw nee ad « ' | from its ea Nie nmor 
thine than a rhinoceros. An indifferent fair etfort, forsooth' Prac-  srole your ‘fine eves.’ friend Frank. Here, voung gentler Mas ifthe Des tthe Cross had ki ‘ es befo 
tice, correct mvc awing ; study, im rove mv colo rs, experience, as ter Van Kuyte. Master Van Hoyte. m yood vouth t was hur 1 tv the ro { areal the lentical eves, the bea | 
sist mv execution! Why, thou hadst better add at once! and when 1 student to whom. in a loud voice. this call was addressed, || and unconscious cause of the dilemma, | r beet ‘ vr ed 
tame shall have instructed me in designing! !”’ raised his head, and g his presence desired, arose and came || agaist a he f still brushes, were completely etlaced 





* Av,” cried Adnan, * that was just what I was going to conclude | forward. He was slender, quiet and bovish in his appearance, and } ll wasacol! Poor ersteen rose upon e knee over 
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the discomtited door, pale and aftrighte d at the ruin around. Adrian 
and his young companion, Van Huyte, (as they called him,) stood in 
the passage im mute amazement and horrour, and the splendid paimt- 
ing law discoloured on the floor; the touches of that inspired hand 


sacrilegiously detaced 


cried Vandersteen, rising, his anger 


* Now heaven forgive me 
merged in fright and and grief; * this will be my last day. I do be- 


lieve my master will no less than annilulate me 


“The beautiful—beautiful Chevalher F——! exclaimed the 


youngest scholar 


“ And the cursed door, too!” added Adnan. * We are all ruined 


Oh Franeis, Francis! 


“ Spare thy reproaches ; I see we are undone! I will go drown 


myself in the canal mummediately ! 
« Hadst thou drowned thyself ten minutes ago, indec d,”’ reyomed 
Adrian, beginning to recover his usual manner, * it would have 


been the most fortunate event of thy life, but it is too late now 


* What shall we do! what can we do!” exclaimed Francis 


“ Couldst thou but bring here thy disguised kmght’s eyes,” re- 


marked Adrian, half laughing ; ** but core, Master Francis, pick uy 


the fragments. ‘That splendid poreelame vase looks pretty, does | 


not! crushed into a thousand pieces beneath you heavy table.” 
*] wonder the table had not split into atoms,” said Francis, “and, 
only to think, not a leg injured. See, it stands just as well as ever!" 
“Truth to say.” added Adrian, “it is odd enough; but look, the 


poor door, too, which I certainly thought shivered into splinters ! No 


the world ails it, but simply the nails have been driven from 


thing in “V 
the hinge a] 


as well as ever! Reach me yon hammer, 


Look. Francis, now I set it up! By Jupiter! it stands 


gather up those nails, look 


(he hammered away furionsly a few minutes) there! it is the same 


as ever, and shuts and opens admirably 
ht thy genius lay toward carpenter-work,’ 
| 


cried Francis, la mer through hes distress, and not unwilling to 


“Ah! | always thor 


numerous similar obligations received from his 


acquit himself o 
friend. * Well, behold now!” said Adnan, “the room looks seemly 
as usual; draw the cloth square over the table, Franets ; pale up 


those huce tomes as they generally le, gat he fragments of the 


vase, dash a careless spot of paint over you broken piece of wall, lift 
that old chair, and , 
His mstructions were followed. 

As lama sinner! thou hast succeeded marvellously ; no one 
could suspect the utter revolution which everything has undergone 
in this apartment. But for that unhappy Chevalier F——, all might 
yet be mult 

“Ah! all will never be right with me again; groaned Francis, 


disconsolately 


“Why, ban Cow!” ered Adnan, springing like lightning across 
} 


the room ‘Death and fury! what is the boy about 


This exclamation was elicited by the sight of their young fellow- 
student, who was busily occupied before the easel of Rubens at the 
unfortunate pamting 

“Heaven and earth! the fellow is mad!" exclaimed Francis, 
* surely he is not pamtimg on the canvass of Rubens!" 

* Friends,” said the young artist, * leave this to me. Only suffer 
me to try my hand at the faee, and I will consent to bear the blame 
of this day myself.”’ 

* By St. George! the boy speaks well,” erred Vandersteen ; “1 
like his spirit, and agree to the terms If we leave thee to thyself, 
thou wilt bear the blame 

* Even so.” 


«Then heaven assist thee! thou shalt have my prayers, and any 


Shall [ toueh the forehead for thee 


other aid | can give 
“No, I thank thee, thy pravers wall serve me better,” replied the 
other, laughing ; vet all the while busy at hos undertaking 


* When went the master forth’ ened Adnan. “1 would give 


a thousand pounds to know !”’ 

* T saw him, ten minutes before we came here, pass the window,” 
replied Franets 

“Oh ho! then, with all thy courage, thou knewest the chamber 
empty !"" reyomed Adnan, laughing 

* ‘To be sure, think’st thou | am a fool. But pass he did, and at 
that hour this day I know he has an engagement which will occ upy 
um till night 

* And how goes the day now ' demanded the young painter, still 


osing not a moment m proceeding with his task 


\ half hour to noon.’ 
* And will the master remain abroad till sunset 
“If that time be sutlicient, set thy heart at rest 
** And is the room m all other respects the same as it was!” 

* ‘There is not the wrinkling of a paper to betray us.” 

“Stand aside, then, in heaven's name, and let me on with my 
work 

“Will he do it!) Will he sueceed !" whispered Francis to Adrian, 
as they overlooked the artist, who, having brought forth his own 


} } 


copy. was ding his peneil by it in the bold endeavour to repro 


I 
duce one of the tavourite works of Rubens, so as to deceive the eves 
of even Rubens himself 


* Tt is not possible 


to mate him with the first artist of the age. He is mad to think of it!” 


Oh sa 7 ee 
» rephed Adrian; * so young—so unknown— 


The rays of the descending sun fell broad and rich into the cham- 


ber of the renowned Fleming, giving his bright heads a mellower teint 
A step in the hall announced his approach The three scholars 
turned pale partly with interest and partly with fear. Rubens passed 
the door of the room im which they were accustomed to paint, and 
into which they had now retreated 


* He is gone ened Francis; “ now for it!” 


| * Van Cat, if thou deceivest him, thou art immortal! Art thou 


| still assured’ demanded Adrian 
“No!” cried the other, turning still paler; ‘for the first time, 


now, I wonder at my foolish contidence.” 
“Merciful fathers! he is returning,” exclaimed Vandersteen, in 


| agitation. * He has discovered us at a glance, and is coming to ar- 
raign us. I would | had fled the house at once. Oh, that the roof 
would fall and bury us!” 

‘I he door openc ad, and Rube ns stood be fore them They shrank 
back into the corner, their heads down, and expecting each moment 
the thunder of the charge 

* Adrian Vanderneff! Francis Vandersteen!” 

“ We are here 


“Come to my apartment. Ah! and thou?” he added to the 


replied the two conscious scholars 
I 


| younger of the three “Come thou, too; I shall need thee also 


Follow me 


his scholars followed in silence 


He withdrew to the chamber; 


} } ’ hho } 
} (saiming the scene of their late dilemma, they cast oblique looks at 


the table, the pieture, and the door 


* Frances Vandersteen,” said Rubens, **move the easel a little to 


« lett so Adrian, close someowhat the curtain Ah! that will 
do. Now, my young friend, do you see this picture ?” 
Thev all sawit 
| ‘| have no y" pil, more value d than you Two ot you are lon y 


known to me, and by perseverance may reach the highest summit of 


hough voung, have no need te be «is- 





your art. The other two, ¢ 


couraged I have been looking to-day at certain paintings by each 
of you. They are good; some beautiful. IT have here finished a 
piece Which I intend to leave out for your peculiar study It is 


one of mv best efforts, and combines certain prominent exce llencies 
to which I recommend your particular attention. [I can do noth 





lor vou more unexceptionable than this I he more I vaze on it, 


the more it crows on my a] probation I ke ft it this morning so de- 


hted, that my desire was to call you at once . but thinking lest the 


low of my own labour deceived my eves, | resolved to wait a 





cooler j' dyment At this moment, it looks more a 
ever; and, im the upper part of the face, | have outdone myself ] 
shall order it down into your room, and when you pamt up to those 
eyes, I pronounces you immortal '” 

“We shall never dare attempt it,” cried Vanderneff, * unless 
Van Coit 
repeated Rubens with surprise, “and who is Van 


= 
> 


ne 
ne 


They have—why, I know not,” said the young artist, blush 
modestly, * honoured me with that appellation.’ 

We ll, I really tho vrht,” said the simple Vandersteen, unable 

to suppress his profound admiration and wonder, “I really thought 


they said Van Cot, or Van Hoyt; and if not that, what as thy 


’ 





Thame 


‘Tam called Van Dyke.” 
said Rubens, after a deliberate gaze around 


was the reply 


|} * But der duyvel!” 


|| the room, which made the three certain hearts tremble with appre- 
. : , } rs 
wnesion, ** what has become of inv beautiful poreelain vase . 


, 





ORIGINAL NOTICES OF TILE FINE ARTS. 


ORNAMENTAL LITERATURE. 


Tx no country has ornamental literatare been brought to such per- 


fection as in. England, and at no period has it attained such a hich 
ind palmy state as the prese nt We do not now advert to the An- 
| 
| . 
nuals and other trifles of that sort, although they would be sufficient 


j} to bear us out m our position ; we allude to more ambitious attempts 
\} in the higher walks of the arts of painting and printing, and our at- 
tention has been of late more partict larly attracted to the subject by 

} 


. necimet t) hranc} f art . © 
some magnificent specimens of these branches of art, now exinb 





t Wilev and Long's, in Broadway 
We know of no ereater treat than to turn over the magnificent fo- 


lios and gorgeously-illustrated pubhie itions which are constantly ts- 

sued in such rapid succession by the enterprising bibhiopole s of the 
British metropol s France mav boast of a few series of splendid 
works, which originated by the encouragement, and were carned on 
under the auspices of Bourbon or imperial muniticence ; but there 


sno spot where priv ite taste has proye ected, 


and individual means 


% poctry, 


executed so many vast and exquisite works ilustrative 


history and scenery, and embellished with all that pamting and en- 





ll eraving has created of beautiful and sweet, as the city of London 


resent day 





It is recorded of Grav, the poet, that his idea of the sxmmnum 


um, the hewht of human enjovment, was to lounge vpon a sota 








ind to read new novels In his d cravings had not attained 
their extreme of perfection, nor were they multiplied in the boundless 
fusion in which they now exist. Mezzotints had not far advanced 


om the state in which Prince Rupert left them; Woollett and Ryland 
were the rst of engraver,rs ; ia | e's Hor ice Was quote d as a wor le 


and Lord Bute’s * Flora Br 
wide Had th 
} ] li 


» changed his idea of intellectual luxury, and have placed its pa- 


** spoken of as a prodigy far and 





rvived to these times. he would 





hiv 








lise ona ) iblisher'’s table, loade with the glorious specimens ot 


modern art, to which the far-famed illuminations of missals and bre- 

viaries would be dull and uninteresting in the comparison Asa lady's 
, ) 

boudoir im the nineteenth century, with its gilding, marquetry, velvet, 


glass and carpeting, is a more luxurious elysimm than the turreted, 


» volume of British plants, cost Lord Bute fifteen hun- 





* This work, a f 
| dred pounds sterling After 
estroved. Ils ship presented one copy to his reval master. one copy 
each to the kings of France and Sweden, one to each of the English univer- 





seven nnpressions Were taken, the plates were 


|| sities, one to the Bntush Museum, and the seventh he retained himselt 


rush-strewed, and chill tapestned chamber of a damsel of the age of 
chivalry, so are the ornamental embellishments of the arts as they 
existed some half a century ago, despicable and valueless when con- 
trasted with the glory and splendour with which they are now invested. 

We shall proceed briefly and concisely to render some account of 
the collection above alluded to, although they richly deserve an ex- 
tended analysis in the manner of a catalogue raisonne, as the eye and 


the imtellect may derive an equal gratification from their inspection 
SKETCHES AND DRAWINGS OF THE ALHAMBRA 


The first in beauty as in size is Lewis’s “ Sketches and Drawin, 





of the Alhambra.’ This work 1s dedicated by Mr. Lewis to the duke 
of Wellington, whose name ts indissolubly interwoven with the bright- 
est period of the modern history of Spain. It would be impossible 
to convey any impression of the surpassing excellence of this mag- 
nificent folio. Actual Inspection only can give an idea of the delicate 
tracery, and the fine, minute and slender ornaments with which every 
portion of this gorgeous relick of Saracenick luxury and refinement 
is thickly incrusted, while the skill of the artist has given to the 


le, by which the eve and the touch are 





whok the appearance ot nm 


equally deceived. ‘These monumental ruins give us a fine idea of 


the gallant dynasty which revelled in luxury and elegance in a king- 


dom which their sword had won at a period when the rest of Europe 
was groping Its way In the night of barbarism, and when our British 


ancestors pillo ved their heads on logs of wood There is an ar of 


desolation and melancholy pervading these sple ndid halls of a splen- 


did race, and the artist has tastefully contributed to the reality of the 


scene by the introduction of the fair forms of the Spanish donnas in 


the halls, gardens and terraces where the Moresco princes danced 





sang, and s d paper on which these drawings are executed, 





is of itself a wonder 
ITALIAN SCHOOL OF DESIGN 

The works of all the great Italian masters are shown in outline, 

with the ir proportions carefully observe 


d the * Italian School of Des 


, inthree quarto volumes, en- 





a ye rlormanec¢ highly va- 


To the fe 


luable tothe student or connotss¢ 






rmer it would prove 


' 
the very alphabet of the art, and the latter would find it an admirable 


} | { . nal ¢ ] 
00K Of reference, and the true school of eriticism 





PINE’S ROYAL RESIDENCES 


In three quarto volumes, are given re presentations of the exteriour 
and interiour of the different roval residences of the kings of Eng- 


land ; eact 





apartment is exhituted, and the private rooms are shown as 


wellas the halls of state. Among the most luxurious of these is Carlton- 





house, well-known as the splendid residence of the late king 





corge 


Wales, on the embellishment of which 


nullions were s juande red, and which is now as i it had never been 


the fourth, when prince o 


Phe mansion of the most voluptuous prince in Europe, is now razed 


to the ground, and some fifty or sixtv houses, themselves like palaces 
, 


occupy Its site Here were given those splendid entcrtainments to 
} = ‘ lahat 
the alhed sovereigns in IS14, in celebration of the successful termi- 


nation of the war with Napoleon, when Great Britain was visited 


with one of those periodical accesses of phrensy, called national en- 


thusiasm, of which she has since so bitterly repented The cham- 
bers of this princely abode, as represented by Mr. Pine in the work 


tee I 
1 Nights of 


the magnificence of the caliphs on the banks of the Ti 


under notice, remind us of the description s in the Arab 





crimson room, the blue velvet room, the rose satin room, the gold 


drawing-room, each of which derived their name from the furnit: 





and drapery, and the coverings of the walls as being of those colours 
ind materials—why, Nero's golden palace must have been a baby- 


house to the residence of this royal sybarite' C micerning the above- 


. . 1! - > od , 
enumerate gold drawing-room,” there is a well-attested fact, which 





hs ree procdicralit th ’ 

shows the reckless prodigality of the late oceupant of the Britisa 

throne Tus room was originally ornamented with silver furnitur 
irniture, 


} ane = ! a — pe , 
and the ceiling and walls were covered with smal] plates of that me- 





tal ail I as t 
tal, chased and engraved to rv present the scales of fishes During the 

ogress Of the work, the prince came to see what was going on, and 
ex} ressing tus di to the sliver, took a prece of burnt cork a } 


defaced what was completed of the decora 


laced with old From these vie ws of a state of things whi 


trons, Ordering them to be 





nh can 
ver obtain In this country, we turn to 
VIEWS OF TWELVE ENGLISH CATHEDRALS, 


ul monuments of the piety, taste and industry of our fore 





fathers, who im all they did or thought were mindful of that Ben 


through whose goodness thev existed, and to whos« 


i? 
glory they reared 
York Mu ster, aS unique a specimen of 


the Gothick, as St. Peter's at Rome is of the Grecian stvle, Lit 


these matchiess ecinees 








Salisbu Peterborough Cathedrals, and Westminster \} 

with other glorious temples, are here portraved : and we ‘not less 
l a3 é \ t less 

struck bv th randeur of these sacred buildings than by the woun- 


drous skill by which Mr. Wild, the artist. has transferred the » neo- 


ortions to paper Messrs. Wiley and Lone had but ons copv of thie 


magnifier oO, { 








of the only one we believe now in this count 1 
ve since disposed ot it 
LONDON IN THE NINETEENTH CENTURY—PANORAMA OF PARIS 
| nost extensive, a 0st beautiful of European cities, are in- 
troduced to the stranger in these two works, which ve correct and 


rable views of the various buildings, palaces and edifices of t 





e 
> . low nal » ’ ’ . 
rival cities of London and Paris, with letter-press des riptions, and 


i history of the various events transacted in or near them im the an- 





ils of each. The native of either country will find 


renewed and strengthened, and his patriousm enlivened by thes 


his recollections 





itul monuments of the publick spinit and 





giory of their re spec- 
tive cities, while the American will collect a vision Ol what his own 
land must inevitably become by the exercise of the same hereditary 


litiee 
qualities 
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SIR WALTER SCOTT IN HIS STUDY | Blanchard, and is a most intere sting melange of cunous incident, TO READERS AND CORRESPONDENTS 
This is a new and most beautiful engraving, in the line manner || e@utful sentiment, and de li sipecy ll sess, Phe spirit of the latt ae te . ; -— =" 
of this celebrated picture ; and, in its reduced proportions, would ts well transfused into the English vers on, and we have no doubt pace: ; 
form an admirable frontispie ce to the wonderful novels of the illus- that the * Pilgrmage to the Holy Land WHI be as po ir asit “ vas . \ nad It ws ‘ ] P 
trious Briton, inasmuch as many of the relicks of the most remarka- || “@S¢Tves : . : : 9 
ble personages therein portrayed, are herein brought into notice. In rhe same publishers h pei teri Dr. Bird's new novel of ( <? = 
order that the details of this engraving mav be better understood, | * Hawks of Hawk-Hollow,” from which we ve an extract a few y *¢ | s / 3K ] 
we take the liberty of furnishing our reade rs with a key, or illustra- weeks ag Like all that gentleman's works, it is replete wit 7" he 
tion. Sir Walter is seated in his study, at Abbotsford, reading the || St 4nd cannot fail of a ring a wait wt popu : 
proclamation of Mary Queen vf Scots, previous to her marriage |) “’ its predecessors have ander i" 
with Darnley. The scenery and still life are painted, with strict pre Phere is no doubt that, unde management, silk 
cision, from the original at Abbotsford. ‘The vase on the table was |! “°™® @ S#ple commoary e United States, j \ l H 
the gift of Lord Byron; the keys hanging by the window, are those at on was suff itly directed to the s t, not . , 
of the Heart of Mid Lothian, ort old tolbooth or jail of Edinb ~~ : elapse cre ¢ necessity oF the \ j Ny | \\ 
the sword suspende 1 from the book-case, was that of the so im Viated, a vast ‘ t of ¢ t ‘ t 
M irquis” of Montrose ; and the nile, surmounting the vanous y,& h we ! — ad ew 
f national indust We ve t — . a - a 
cles han r over the mantelpiece, belonged to Spe . the a al} y t 
Tyrolese patriot Near the book-case hang an ancient border-bugle. ' results = I ropean { Asiatick enter tal t . . THE \ e\W \ { mR VIER ER RR 
James the sixth’s (the first of England) travelling-flask, and the || ‘24 “eur efforts tot senaiin ane ire the bes ‘ 
sporan or purse of Rob Roy. Behind th st of Shakspea . country. We s \ N . 
Rob Roy's long gun, above which ts Clay Ww se's pistol, anc ‘ \ Eng S take er Ww ‘ 
a brace of pistols formerly the prope of Na ‘ ; the stag-houl ~—_ d to give b . ooservalions t \ ! hiv pe ~AL \\ c"l 
lying at Sir Walter’s feet, is Maida, his old favourite ; the hour-glass at expressly dedicated to this int : subject,a ublis 
onthe mantelpiece belonged to Kirkton, author of the History of the H rd “ necticut t te rt >) ; ’ 
Church of Scotland; and the great highland broad-sword, hangin Culturist Phe aun ¢ . ie t . s 8 ! : ' 
below the shield, was presented to hum by the Celtick Society ihe passage, W we copy I t hrs of Uus paper . ‘ 
above explanation of this fine engray may not be useless to those , 1 Ay last 
who may be induced to purchase it : he on ‘ = ‘ a 
. : \\ 
“ R ‘ ; , ' \\ 
LITERARY NOTICES OF THE WEER. jj atte f the soc = bee \ , i 
omen Bose 
_ ? i / 
CURRENT LITERATURE. Kedpone mane § i 
Tue cursory notice we gave of ** The Magnolia,” the weck before ! 
last, was bv no means commensurate with Its merit We have the n % ts . the « . a" " 
since read it through with unmingled gratification, and are proud j) , a P~ Boy” ob The 
to think that its beautiful embellishments, and tl reater part of its se of China, rene t t i 
letter-press descriptions, are on American subjects, and trom r 
pe is, pencils, and gravers oi American authors and artists Am 
the engravings, we notice Durand’s * White Plume, and Bride o THE DRAMA. 
Lammermuir,” from Ingham and Inman's paintings ; Ruins of James 
ae, OF ee ees eng ey Se paren Steen THE PLACIDE BENEFIT. Se 
by Graham, from Ever’s original ; “ Green’s Pond,” by Rolph, from 
a nting by Ward; NSmullie’s engray from Cole’s “ View on No one ca y lhaatns . . 
the Catskill ;" a sweet portrait of a « i, ¢ 1 iy cenza ‘ , Psnes we , : y 
graved by Kelly, from hh i's picture; a in exquisite head, ¢ Pot P We , ' 
titled. pe of Pow a yeas ; Howard | ‘ © score 
Chapman to literary cont ons ' se the veteran LD) Ww co ‘ m \ | 
by Paulding, Simmes, Mellen, Inglis, Stone, Miss Sedgwick, and the ns of oe , Ree t ‘ \ ea 
editor, Mr. Herbert, whom, notwithist us Ll-w toward ot ty Of Our sense ¢ 7 cs ' 
pub cation, we should be sorry to ve of one s ‘ el t es on ol | Vas '\ 
which he is entitled, and whose two levends worthily miaintain t : - . = 
reputation acquired by * the Brothers.’ Faken altogether, ** ‘I By FReveaes Tee . ‘ 
Magnolia” Is an honour to this city, a d oO unworthy rival im efits netted upw ot } ’ a ‘ / 
literature and ornaments to the best of the Enghsh Annuals nd sntastactory mn a ! oe Sone / \ 
Ihe * Fudges in England,” review 10 ist. from the Lo . chao ROMOUTE OF . vanit 
don copy, has been rep wished In a neatand elegant Uttie Volume, by at Everybody is awar at anol I these ¢ tick fest \ (; 
( arey, Le a and Blane ld 1, ol P iu lla . Hout to take place on the fourt . next month it it 
We are glad to find that the « ected works of Mrs Opie are in , ¥ On Shie Occasio , i s, Henry P \I r = 
the course of publication, in a neat and cheap torm, so that the les tthe Park the e, whose ! SEK ! . 
sons of morality they mstil, and the beautiful creations of the imag Seatous as Those oF _— a , ieee i ‘ 
nation with which they are inwoy y ceessible to eve “ ”™ at ‘ mis M 
class of the comm \ lhe works of Amelia Opie may be rea c ree ese vs . (; 
“ dvat ( vy every ( Us ete wit yoke ensure nile ‘ zi 
ness, and el e, they play cart, an muse, while ; | = yx S | 
thev instruct a ‘ ( the n ) 0 w most beautiful tales - . - ’ 
in the lar ive, 18 t I t D) hter winch has bee , ~ ' ts —_ 7 — t 
dramatiz with gre etl s to unlock the fount atta yt , . 
Ol tears ¢ st st som \\ relieve s 1s we « Vv ¢ , nt resul \\ 3 I 
und we core \ a it (1 = t It may not be irrelev tt . : ” 
t \m Oy s ) () iter As Are ‘ t t s : 
wherein « st th of men was rubbeoe eats cactierimeraass ’ 
} ‘ to a © ot ex s = - \ a delicate re ere i : : “ z - F = 
A t five or SIX VE < \M ‘) ‘ ect verselt w the aw ri r 
Society of Friends, a s 4 ‘ vith the amuable Mrs. Fry, ’ 
hi ae Riel . iia fl ae ae BOWERY THEATRE. 
I mis d mist I s 4 person, t theatre. [tis : 
t Vi ‘ ‘ t ) s $ s ! , . ’ 
- > \ ) ‘ ‘ , « ad a e 
F Peo ck. | 
a “ et ; oa . © got v ‘ ¢ its sucecs / 
W. Sa oF street e 1OV ce SIX ¢ . * 
ET OES Sthe “Fashionsble Wile and Unfashions vith the merits « : , 
Husba saaedigs plays atasre ; 
s suhect isa domesti 9 
\W s gave seve @ eX . ; ¥ | . 
} 4 ( Vl . ( si s t ‘ es s 
work has be : Cc. s Broad success he 
i ‘ 
« ‘ = vi rit ¢ I s 
ie tas ceil mate FRANKLIN THEATRE, 
ted t i t J periormances at this neat ‘ nent 7 
P , M. de L tine has : s to hav ik I “nt ’ h \ ( . 
an env ‘ s 3 | e, the it or t ve ce arival tot tine WV) f \ ‘ \l ‘ 
t 8 yw ( be Deputies is divide s s exertions to s¢ , of ' enr 
1 ‘ \ s s k ‘ ¢ was rt ol t community are hott ais ab ils y Ma “ei 
r A ve rr rans ol my \ esent skill and yudi Ss mar emer v succes cre suu ‘ ° 
es eas s ‘ ently j} ( t ] est of its own s ‘ 
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THE SWISS HUNTER. 
A BALLAD—SUNG BY MR. BRAHAM—THE MUSICK ARRANGED BY I, MOSCHELES, 
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Bright-ly speed the 
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lay: While the glad ec-hoes vy-ing 


Through 





all their wild reign, Sa-lute him re-ply-ing, 
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A-gain and a-gain. 
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aie on Alps ascending, 

| e with wakeful horn, 

| Sport with labour blending, 

dails the upward morn, 
While the glad, &c. 


3 


Sweetly to reward him, 

{ hen, at day's soft wane, 

Oh, what strains accord him, 
Welcome home again! 

| While the sad, &c. 








MISCELLANY. 


THE POET'S SONG.—BY THOMAS MOORE 


On tell me not that life us dregs, 
Where poverty has place 

"Tis not the mehest temts that make 

The sweetest smiling face 


What, then, if fortune does not smile, 
"Tis little | eould use 

The world to me is all contained 
Within my heart and muse. 


Can niches sooth the aching brow, 
Or calm the sorrowed heart’ 

No! ‘ts contentment'’s happy balm 
That heals the paintul smart 


Then, if no wordly wealth to pride, 
Nor neches so protuse, 

I have a store far dearer yet— 
It is my heart and muse 


Oft we well know the crowned head, 
An aching brow it wears, 

While poverty without its pearls, 
ls also void of cares 


Give me but visions bright and sweet, 
All other gifts refuse 

Content with but a poet's fame, 
And with my heart and muse, 


Resrectap.e.-—There are few words in our language more misused 
than this. Wealth is so often thought to be the constituent of respec- 
tability, that when an exception is designed to be understood, it must 
be distinctly expressed. ‘The universal newspaper phrase in such cases 
is, * Poor, but respectable,” as if the fact of poverty were prima facie 
evidence against respectability. No one who knows the poor inti- 
mately, can for a moment assent to such a heresy. There is no class 
of society in our country, where all the virtues which confer a just 
claim to respect more generally abound, than among the poor. While 
the idleness or vice which produce the far larger portion of squalid m 
sery which exists should receive no tolerance, all honour should be 
paid to the virtue which shines out amid the pressure and tempta- 
tions of poverty. 





Ancestry.—Paulding, in the tale which he has contributed to “ The 
Gift” for 1836 says, * | never knew a man boast of his ancestors, who 
had any just cause to be proud of anything else.” Dr. Young, the au- 
thor of the * Night Thoughts,” has a sumilar conceit with an epigram- 
matick turn 

“Those, who on glorious ancestors enlarge, 
Produce their debt stead of a discharge.” 





CONCISE CHARACTER OF BISHOP WARBURTON.—Warburton was 
once addressed in a pamphlet, * To the most impudent man alive. 


|| Dk. SHEBBKARE IN THE PILLORY.—Dr Shebbeare in his “ Letters 
| to the English Nation,” published the libel for which he was sentenced 
| to the pillory From respect to his function as a clergyman, he was 

permitted to stand upon the board, instead of bemg obliged to put 
| his head through the hole. During the hour while he stood, there was 

very hard rain, and an Irish chairman held an umbrella over him all 
| the time. When the punishment ended, he gave the man half a crown 
| * What, no more! please your honour!” said the man. “ Why you 
} stood but an hour,” said the doctor, * and surely that is enough.” “ Ay, 
} but consider the disgrace, please your honour,” rejoined the man, and 
| the doctor, far from being offended, gave him a guinea for his humour. 


| ———— 


| 
| TO BYRON. 


By Ebenezer Eliott, author of Corn Law Rhymes 


| 
1! A tear for Byron! Weakness mourns the weak, 
i} And beauty dies in weeping Love's embrace, 
And common frailties common sorrow seek 
} But, scourger of the scourgers of thy race! 
| Thou awest me so, that to thy resting-place 
I bring stern feelings, not unmixed with fear 
Standing before the fear'd of all the base, 
| J, who oft wept thee, cannot weep thee here, 
| Bard of the broken heart, high soul, and burning tear. 
| UGLINESS REDEEMED BY AGREEABLE MANNERS.—Mr. Owen Ruff- 
| head, who published the statutes at large, and wrote the life of Pope, 
|} from materials furnished by Bishop Warburton, was so plain a man, 
with only one eye, that when he entered a room, every one was dis- 
posed to exclaim, * What an ugly man!” but when he joimed in con- 
| versation, his voice was so sweet, and his manner so ve ry engaging, 
that all seemed inclined to fall im love with him. It is somewhat 
| strange that Mr. Owen Ruffhead should have been so conversant with 
| the dry study of law, and yet have displayed such a taste for literature 


jas appears in his Lite of Pope 


LOVE 


In vain premise or calculate 
When thou shalt fall in love. A fever took, 
Sudden as intermittent, or ‘tis the plague, 
That comes upon you. Love by rule, forsooth ! 
Love by philosophy! Thou shalt be smut 
In the twinkling of an eve '—infected by 
A touch '—this minute sound as mountain health, 
And helpless next as bed-rid tenant of 
An hospital. 


Musica Taste.—A clever caricature has lately appeared, respect- 
jing a young lady (at her pianoforte) and her Cockney beau, between 
}whom the following dialogue takes place :—Lady. Pray, Mr. Jenkins, 
are you musical’ Gentleman. Vy, no, Miss; | am not musical myself, 
but | have a werry hexcellent snuff-box vat is. 





How To MAKE THE WINTER Pass QuickLy.—Our pleasant friend 
Green, of the Boston Morning Post, has given us a receipt how to make 
the winter pass quickly. * Give a note to the bank,” says he, * for ninety 








days, and spring will come as soon as you are prepared for it.” 


LACONISMS 


In 


it calls into existence 


It seems as if our affection for any object 
the number or degree of virtuous teclings whic! 
We 


have 


increases proportion to 


are, therefore, accustomed to love tenderly the being for whom we 
most suffered or struggled 

The history of most lives may be briefly comprehended under three 
heads—our follies, our faults, and our mistortunes 

Always be as witty as you can with your parting bow—your last 
speech is the one remembered 

An apt quotation is like a lamp which flings its light over the whole 
sentence 

How youth makes its wishes hopes, and hopes certainties 

The ndiculous is memory’s most adhesive plaster 


Nothing circulates so rapidly as a secret 


' 





JoHN WILKES, THE FRIEND OF THE PEOPLE.—One 
the house of Commons Was going to adjourn, he begzed 
make a speech, “for,” said he, “Ihave sent a copy to the * Pu 
Advertiser,’ and how ndiculous should | appear if it were published 
without having been delivered.” 


evening, when 


Permissior 


HeCR 





VERSATILITY OF WaTCHMEN.—The celebrated earl of Bath was 
anxious one night to prolong the sitting of 


lateness of the 
A 


a jovial Company, and when 
hour which the wate 
>not mind that fellow, 


one of his guests adverted to the 





man was calling, ** Pooh,” said his lords! 


he is never in the same story an hour together 


QUITE SUPERFLUOUS.— 
about in one of her parties, said, 
* No, my lady.” “ Do you 
* Then, sir,” said she, * give 
nor ornamental.” 


Lady Wallace, seeing a gentleman sauntenng 
* Pray, sir, do you play ecards '” 
dance - ods 


me 


eated the saunterer. 


leave to say, you are neither useful 





PHRENOLOGICAL.—A wag the other iV, Speaking of a man whose 
important air in our streets attracted a great deal of notice, remarked 
that his “hump of self-esteem was so promine: e could not 





keep hus hat on im a windy day.” 








THE LIFE OF A GENTLEMAN.—He gets up leisurely, breakfasts com- 
furtablv, lounges fastidiously, eats tart gravely, tattles msipidly, dines 
considerably, drinks superfluousiv, kills time lifferentiv, sups ele- 

| gantly, goes to bed stupidly, lives useless!y 
EPIGRAM 
“ How much corn may a gentleman eat’ whispered Fip, 
While the eobs on Ins | late dav in tiers 


* As to that,” answered Q., (and he glanced at the heap.) 
“Twill length of t 


1 depend on the Ss ears 
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